’5+ THE. vorse M9R.UIST, 

fuiSner\ C ‘eve! rbanCe ’ ° n Ule beautie s of a 

thftalSSgtUSS'W *«*» f 

the pomp and grandeur of thf fenhTf ' 
and unconicjous of the fp-edv fl‘ ?/ J 
time, T her on ftroll’d along the yerdantmeadf 
till he came to a grove of trees, at the exne 
inity °f winch, and on the brink of a mur- 
• Tmg ftream, was erefted a monament to- 

the me mory of ur%a Mnjgro ^ a 

ladj ot great beauty and fortune, the only 
daughter of Sir Wm. Mnfgrove, lord of 
the manor, who died in the 17th year of her 
age **, of a cold fhe caught in a party of plea- 
lure on the water in the month of Jun^e.. 

Here the young Squire fat down at the foot 
of an aged oak ; after furveying with atten- 
tion the feveral infcriptions. on the monu- 
ment, and taking out of his pocket a book 
of poems- which he ufuafly carried about 
with him a$, a pocket companion in his rural 
walks* read the. following epitaph on a lady 
written by her lover a. few hours before hie 
died. 


* She was a beautiful young lady,, and one whom 

The r on once loved and admired, ..and, had fhe lived, would 
have been pi opoled by his lather,.. a-s a fuitablc wife for 
him,. 


Sing., 
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■ -ntive mufe ! in fympathetic ftrains, 
Si T d uouryour wailings into Pity’s ears, 

AlK i P n e l what now remains, 
^£t S he«t-feit grief, and ever-ftreaming 
tears. 

Tlfnik of her fate : revere th’ a mighty hand, 
T That fnatcht her hence, tho’ loon, by 
{tens fo flow ; ...... 

tong at her couch, Death took his fllent 

And^threaten’d oft, and oft withheld the 

'blow. 

far are ye fure his mercy fliall extend 
S TTo you fo long a fpan ? alas ! ye fight . . 
.Make then, while yet ye may, your God, 
your friend, 

And learn with equal eafe to flap or die. 

******** * * * * 

* * * * * ******* 

Here Theron ftopt, and again looked 
with pity andeoncern on Eliza s monument, 
faffi minutes he was loft - bought, 
at length he uttered m a fympathetic tone, 
the.enfuing folfloquy. , , 

“ Poor Maria, where are thou now ? and 
thou, once fair and beautiful Eliza, wha 
become of thee ? I knew thy virtues, and 

lhall hold thy memory 'ever dear.- w hat 

is youth, with all the charms of beauty and 
.'the gifts of fortune, if thus diffolved at once 



